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SYNOP8I8.

Challls Wrandall I found mtirderedlna rond houaj near New York. Mrs. Wran-ln- tl

Is uummoned from tho city and Iden-
tifies the body. A young-- woman who

wrandall to the Inn and
disappeared. Is suspected.

Wrandall, It appear had led a say life
nnd neglected tils wife. Mr. Wrandall
atnrl back for Now York In an auto dur-Ii- ir

n blinding snow storm. On the way
she meets n young woman In tiro road
who proves to bo tho woman who killed
"Wrandall.

CHAPTER II. Continued.
"There was nothing left for me to

lo but that."
"And why did you rob him?"
"Ah, I had ample tlmo to think of all

that. You may tell tho officers thoy
will find everything hidden In that
farmhouse cellar. God knows I do not
want thorn. I am not a thief. I'm not
so bad as that."

Mrs. Wrandall marYclod. "Not bo
nad as thnt!" And she was a murder-
ess, a wanton!

"You are hungry. You must bo fam-

ished."
"No, I am not hungry. I havo not

thought of fooiV She sold It In such
a "way that tho other knew what her
whole mind had been given over to
slnco tho night before.

A fresh lmpulso seized her. "You
shall have food nnd n placo whero you
can sleep and rest," sho said. "Now
please don't say' anything more. I do
not want to know too much. Tho least
you say tonight, tho hotter for for
ooth of us."

With thnt sho devoted all of her at-

tention to the car, Increasing tho
speed considerably. Far ahead sho
could see twinkling,
lights, tho first signs of thickly popu-
lated districts. Thoy were still eight
or ten miles from tho, outskirts of the
city and the way was arduous. She

ns conscious of a sudden feeling of
fatigue. Tho chill of the night seemed

(to have mado Itself felt with abrupt,
f almost stupefying force 8ho won- -'

lered if sho could keep her strength,
lier courage her nerves.

The girl was English. Mrs. Wran-
dall was convinced of tho fact, almost
immediately. Unmistakably English
and apparently of the cultivated typo.
In fact, tho peculiarities of speech
that determines the London show-gir- l

or music-hal- l character wore wholly
larking. Her voice, her manner, even
under such trying conditions, wero
characteristic of the English woman
of "cultivation. Despite tho dreadful
strain under which sho labored, there
were evidences of that curious se-

renity which marks tho English wom
an of the better classes; an Inborn
composure, a calm orderliness of tho
emotions. Mrs. Wrandall was con-

scious of a senso of surprise of a
wonder that Increased as her thoughts
resolved themselves into something
less chaotic than they wore at the time
of contact with this visible condition.

For a mile or more she sent the car
along with recklpss disregard for com-

fort or safety. Her mind was groping
for something tangible In the way ofj
intentions. What waB sho to do with
this creature? What was to become
of Iter? At what street corner should
she turn her adrift? The Idea of
handing her over to tho police did
not enter her thoughts for an Instant.
Somehow she felt that tho girl was
a stranger to tho city. She could not
explain tho feeling, yet It was with
her and very persistent. Of course,
thero was a homo of some sort, or
lodgings, or friends, but would he girl
dare show herself In familiar haunts?

Sho found herself wondering why
tho poor wretch had not made way
with herself. Escape seemed out of
tho question. That must have been
clear to her from the beginning, else
why was sho going back there to give
fce'rself up? What hotter way out of
it than Sho would
advlso the girl to leave tho car when
they reached tho center of a certain
bridge that spanned tho river! No one
would find her. . .

Even as tho thought took shape In
her mind, sho experienced a great
eenso of awe, so overwhelming that
she cried out with the horror of It.
She turned her head for a quick glance
at the mute, wretched face showing
white above tho robe, and her heart
ached with sudden pity for her. The
thought of that Blonder, alive thing
going do.wn to tho ley waters her
soul turned sick with the dread of it!

In that Instant, Sara Wrandall no
philanthropist, no sontlmentnllst
made up her mind to glvo this erring
ono moro than an even chance for sal-
vation, Sho would boo her safely
across that bridge and many others.
God had directed the footsteps of this

'girl bo that eho should fall in with
the ono best qualified to pass judg-
ment on her. It was in that person's
power to save her or destroy hor. Tho
commandment, "Thou shalt not kill,"
took on a broader moaning as shocon-sldere- d

tho power that was hers; tho
power to kill.

A great relaxation camo over Sara
Wrandall. It was as if every nerve,
overy musclo In hor body had reached
tho snapping 'point and suddenly bad
given way. For a moment her hands
wero weak and powerless; her head
fell forward. In an Instant she
conquered but only partially the
strange fooling of lassitude. Then she
realized how tired sho was, how fierce-
ly the strain had told on hor body and
brain, how much she had really suf-

fered.
Hor blurred oycB turned onco moro

for a look nt the girl, who eat there,
just as sho had boon sitting for miles,
her white faco standing out with al-

most unnatural clearness, and as rigid
as that of a sphinx.

Tho girl spoke. "Do they hang wom-
en In this country?"

Mrs. Wrandall started. "Iu some of
the states," she rt&Hed. and was un
able to account fori tho swift Impulse
to ovado.
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"They send them to tho electric
chair somotlmes," said Mrs. Wran-
dall.

Thero was a long sllenco between
them, broken finally by tho girl.

"You havo been very kind to mo,
madam. I havo no moans of express-
ing my gratltudo. I can only say that
I shall bloss you to my dying hour.
May I troublo you to set mo down nt
tho brldgo? I remember crossing one.
I shall bo ablo to"

"No!" cried Mrs. Wrandall shrilly,
divining the othor's intention at once.
"You shall not do that. I. too, thought
of that as a way out of It for you,
but no, It must not bo that. Glvo mo
a fow minutes to think. I will find a
way."

The girl turned toward her. Hor
oyos wero burning.

"Do you moan that you will help
mo to got awny?" sho cried, slowly,
incredulously.

"Let mo think!"
"You will lay yourself llablo "
"Lot mo think, I say."
"But I mean to surrendor myself

to"
"An hour ago you meant to do It,

but what were you thinking of ten
mlnutos ago? Not surrender. You
wero thinking of tho brldgo. Listen to
mo now: I am suro that I can save
you. I do not know all the all the
circumstances connected with your as-

sociation with with that man back
thero at tho Inn. Twenty-fou- r hours
passed before thoy wore ablo to Iden-
tify him. It is not unlikely that to-

morrow may put thorn In possession of
tho name of the woman who went
with him to that place. Thoy do not
know It tonight, of thnt I am positive.
You covered your trail too well. But
you must have been Been with him
during tho day or the night "

Tho other broke In eagerly: "I
don't believe any ono knows that I
that I went out there with him. He
arranged It very carofully. Oh, what
a beast ho was!" Tho bitterness of
that wall caused the woman besldo hor
to cry out as If hurt by a sharp, al-

most unbearable pain. For an Instant
she seemed nbout to lose control of
herself. Tho car swerved and camo
dangerously near leaving tho road.

A full mlnuto passed beforo she
could trust herself to speak. Then
It was with a deep hoarseness In her
volco.

"You can tell mo about It later on,
not now. I don't want to hear It. Toll
me, where do you live?"

The girl's manner changed so abso-
lutely that there could be but ono In-

ference, sho wns acutely suspicious.
Her lips tightened and her (figure
seomod to stiffen in the seat.

"Where do you live?" repented tho
other sharply.

"Why should I tell you that? I do
not know jou. You "

"You nro afraid of me?"
"Oh, I don't know what to say, or

what to do," camo from tho lips of tho
hunted one. "I have no friends, no
ono to turn to, no ono to help mo.
You you can't bo bo heartless as to
lead mo on and then glvoiine up to
God help mo, I I should not be mado
to suffer for what I have done. If you
only knew tho circumstances. If you
only Knew "

"Stop!" cried tho other, In agony.
Tho girl was bewildered. "You are

so strange. I don't understand "
"Wo havo but two or three miles to

go," interrupted Mrs. Wrandall. "Wo
muBt think hard and rapidly. Aro
you willing to come with mo to my
hotel? You will bo eafo there for the
present. Tomorrow wo can plan some-
thing for tho future."

"If I can only find a placo to rest
for a little while," began the other.

"I shall bo busy all day, you will not
bo disturbed. But leave tho rest to
mo. I shall find n way."

It was nearly three o'clock when
she brought the car to a stop In front

She Sank to the Floor In a Heap.

of a small, exclusive hotel not far
from Central park. Tho street was
dark and the vestibulo was but dimly
lighted. No attendant was In sight.

"Slip into this," commandod Mrs.
Wrandall, beginning to divest herself
of her own fur coat. "It will cover
your muddy garments. I am qulto
warmly dressed. Don't worry. Bo
quick. For tho tlmo being you aro my
guest here. You will not bo ques-
tioned. No ono need know who you
aro. It will not matter It you look dis-

tressed. You havo just heard of tho
dreadful thing that Has happened to
mo. You "

"Happened to you?" cried the girl,
drawing tho coat about her.

"A member of my family has died.
They know It In tho hotel by this
time. I was called to tho death bed
tonight That is all you will havo to
know."

"Oh, I am sorry"
"Come, let us go 1b, When we

reach. My.twre, yeu may order-tee- 4
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I Pleaso try to remember that it Is I
who am suffering, not you."

A sleepy night watchman took them
up in tho olovator. Ho was not even
Interested. Mrs. Wrandall did not
speak, but loaned rather heavily on
tho arm f hor companion. Tho door
had no socner closed behind them
whon tho girl wllapsed. Sho sank to
tho floor In a lrbp.

"Got up I" commanded hor hoctOBS
sharply. This was iot tho tlmo for
soft, porsuaBlvo words. "Get up at
once. You nro young and strong. You
must show tho stuff you are mado of
now If you over mean to show It. I
cannot help you If you quail."

The girl looked up plteously, and
then struggled to hor feet. Sho stood
beforo her protectress, weaving like
n frail reed in tho wind, pallid to the
lips.

"I bog your pardon," sho murmured.
"I will not glvo way like that again.
I daro say I am faint. I havo had no
food, no rest but never mind that
now. Tell mo what I am to do. I will
try to obey."

"First of all, get out of thoso muddy,
frozen things you havo on." '

Mrs. Wrandall herself moved stiffly
and with unsteady limbs .is she began
to remove her own outer garmonta.
The girl mochanlcally followed her ex-

ample. She was a pitiable object in
tho strong light of tho electrolier
Muddy from hoad to foot, water-staine- d

and bedraggled, her faco
streaked with dirt, sho was tho most
unattractlvo creature ono could well
Imagine.

These women, so strangely, thrown
together by Fato, maintained an un-

broken sllenco during the long, fumb-
ling procoss of partial disrobing. They
scarcely looked at ono another, and
yet thoy wore acutely conscious of tho
Interest ench folt In tho other. The
grateful warmth of tho room, the ab-

rupt transition from gloom and cheer-lossncs- s

to comfortahlo obscurity, had
a moro pronounced effect on tho
stranger than on her hostess.

"It Is good to feel warm onco more,"
sho Bnid, an odd tlmldness In her man-
ner. "You nro very good to me."

They wero sitting In Mrs. Wran-dall'- s

bedchanfber, Just off tho little
sitting-room- . Threo or four trunks
stood against tho walls.

"I dismissed my maid on landing
Sho robbed mo," said Mrs. Wrandall.
voicing the relief that was uppermost
In her mind. Sho openod a closot
door and took out a thick cider-dow- n

robo, which sho tossed across a chair.
"Now call up the ofllco and say that
you nro speaking for me. Say to them
that I must havo something to cat,
no mattor what tho hour may be. I
will got out somo clean underwear for
you, and Oh, yes; If they ask about
me, say that I am cold and 111. That
Is suuiclont Hero Is the bath. Please
bo as quick about It as possible."

Moving as If In a dream, tho girl
did as sho wns told. Twenty minutes
later there was a knock nt tho door.
A waiter appeared with a tray and
service table. Ho found Mrs. Wran-
dall lying back In a chair, attended
by a slender young womhn In a pink
eider-dow- n dressing-gown- , who gave
hesitating directions to him. Then he
was dismissed with a handsome tip,
produced by the samo joung woman.

"You aro not to return for these
things," she said as ho went out.

In silence sho ate and drank, her
hostess looking on with gloomy Inter-
est. It was no shock to Mrs. Wran-

dall to fin 1 that tho girl, who was no
moro than twenty-tw- o or three, pos-

sessed unusual beauty. Her great eyes
were blue the lovely IrlBh blue her
skin wns fair and smooth, her fea-

tures regular and of tho delicato mold
that defines tho well-bre- d gentlewom-
an nt a glance. Hor hair, now In or-

der, wns dark and thick and lay softly
about her 'small ears and neck. Sho
waB not surprised, I repeat, for buo
had nover known Challls Wrandall to
bIiow Interest In any but the most
nttracttvo of her box. Sho found her-
self smiling bitterly as sho looked.

But who may know tho thoughts of
the other occupant of that llttlo sittin-

g-room? Who can put herself In
tho place of that despairing, hunted
creature who knew that blood was on
the hnnds with which she ate, and
whoso oyos wero filled with visions of
the dcath-chalr- ?

So great was her fatigue that long
beforo sho finished tho meal hor tired
lids began to droop, her head to nod
in r.paemodlc surrenders to an over-
powering deslro for sieoy. Suddeuly
sho dropped tho fork from her fingers
and rank back in tho comfortable
chair, hor head resting against tho
soft, upholstered back. Hor lids fell,
her Viands dropped to tho arms of tho
chnfr. A fine lino appeared between
hor dark eyebrows Indicative of pain.

For many minutes Sara Wrandall
watched tho haggardness deepen in
tho faco of tho unconscious Bleepor.
Then, even as sho wondered at tho
act, sho went ovor and took up ono of
tho slim hands In her own. Tho hand
of an aristocrat! It lay limp in hers,
and helpless. Long, tapering fingers
nnd dollcately pink with tho return of
warmth.

Housing herself from the mute con-
templation of hor charge, sho shook
tho girl's shoulder. Instantly sho was
awake and staring, alarm In hor dazed,
bowlldered eyes.

"You muBt go to bed," said Mrs.
Wrandall quietly, "Don't be afraid.
No ono will think of coming here."

Tho girl rose. As sho stood beforo
her benefactress, sho heard her mur-
mur as If from afnr-off- : "Just about
your sizo and figure," and wondered
not a llttlo.

"You may sleop late. I havo many
things to do and you will not bo dis-

turbed. Come, tako off your clothes
and get Into my bed Tomorrow we
will plan furthor---"

"But, mslRBB," cried the girl, "I
cannot takt your best Whero are you
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"If I feel like lying down, I shall
Ho thoro besldo you."

Tho girl stared. "Lie bosldo mo?"
"Yes. Oh, I am not afraid of you,

child. You aro not a monster. You
nro just a poor, tired "

"Oh. pleaso don't! Pleaso!" cried
tho other, toars ruBhtng to her eyes.
Sho raised Mrs. Wrandnll's hand to
her lips and covered It with kisses.

Long after sho went to sleep, Sara
Wrandall stood besldo the bed, look-
ing down nt tho paln-strlcko- face,
and trUvX to solve tho problem that
suddenly nufl beco-m- n part of ber
very exlstonco.

"It Is not friendship," sho argued,
fiercely. "It Is not charity, It 1b not
humanity. It's the debt I owe, that's
all. Sho did the thing for me that I
could not havo dono myself becauso
I loved him. I owe tier somothlng for
that."

Later on sho turnod her attention
to tho trunks. Her decision wns made.

Ill

I

"The Black Pile Is Mine, the Gay
Pile Is Yours!"

With ruthless hands sho dragged gown
after gown from tho "Innovations" and
cast them over chairs, on tho floor,
across the foot of tho bed; smart
things from Paris and Vienna; ball
gowns, tea gowns, llngerlo, blouses,
hats, gloves and all of the countless
things that a woman of fashion and
means indulges herself in when she
goeB abroad for that purpose and no
other to epeak of. From the closets sho
drew forth New York "tnllorsults" and
other garments.

Until long after six o'clock she
busied hersolf ovor this huge pile of
costly raiment, portions of which she
hnd worn but once or twice, somo not
at all, selecting certain diesscs, hats,
stockings, etc., ench of which sho laid
carelessly aside; an imposing pile of
many hues, all bright nnd gay and gilt-terin-

In nnother heap she laid the
somber things of black; a meager as-
sortment as compared to the other.

Then Bho stood back and surveyed
tho two heaps with tired ejes, a curi-
ous, almost scornful smilo on her
lips. "Thero!" sho said with a sigh.
"Tho black pile is inlno, the gay pile
Is yours," she went on, turning toward
tho sleeping girl. "What a travesty!"

Then sho gathored up tho soiled gar-
ments her chargo had worn and cast
them Into the bottom of a trunk, which
she locked. Lajlng out a cnrefully se-
lected assortment of hor own garments
for tho girl's use when she arose, Mrs.
Wrandall sat down beside tho bed and
waited, knowing thnt sleep would not
como to her.

CHAPTER III.

Hetty Castleton.
, At half past six sho went to the tele-
phone nnd culled for tho morning
newspapers. At tho samo time she
asked thnt a couple of district messen
ger boys be sent to her room with the
least posstblo delay. Tho hushed,
scared volco of the telephone girl
downstairs convinced her that news i

of tho tragedy was abroad; she could
Imagine tho girl looking at tho head-
lines with awed eyes oven bh she re-- ,
spondod to the call from room 41C, ,

and hor shudder aB she realized thnt
It was tho wifo of tho dead man speak-
ing.

Ono of tho night clerks, pale nnd
agitated, came up with the papers.
Without as much as a glance nt tho
headlines, sho tossed the papers on
the table. "I havo sent for two mes-
senger boys. It la too early to ac-
complish much by telephone, I fear.
Will you bo so kind as to telophono at
soven o'clock or n little after to my
apartment? You will find tho number
under Mr. Wrandnll's name. Pleaso
Inform the butler or his wife that thoy
may expect me by ten o'clock, nnd
that I ehall bring a frlond with mo a
young lady. Kindly havo my motor
sent to Haffner's garage, and looked
after. When tho reporters come, as
thoy will, pleaso say to them that I

will see them nt my own homo at
olovon o'clock."

Tho clerk, considerably rolleved,
took his departure in somo haste, and
she was left with the morning papers,
each of which sho scanned rapidly
Tho details, of courso, wero meager.
Thoro was a double-leade- d pecount of
hor visit to the Inn and hor extraor-
dinary return to tho city. Hor chief
interest, however, did not root In
theso particulars, but in tho specula-

tions of tho authorities as to tho iden-
tity of tho mysterious woman and
hor whereabouts. Thoro was tho like-
lihood that eho was not tho only ono
who had encountered tho girl on the
highway or In tho neighborhood of tho
lnu. So far as sho could glean from
tho reports, however, no ono had Been
the girl, nor was thoro tho slightest
hint offered as to her Identity. The
papers of tho previous attornoon had
published lurid accounts of tho mur-
der, with all of tho known details, tho
natna of tho victim at that time still
being k mystery, "Sao remembered

reading tho story with no llttlo Inter-
est The only now foaturo in tho enso,
therefore, was tho Identification of
Challls Wrandall by his "beautiful
wifo," and the sensational manner In
which It had been brought' about.
With considerable interest sho noted
tho hour that thoso dispatches had
been recoived from "spocial corre-
spondents," and wondorod whero tho
shrewd, lynx-eye- d reporters nap pod
while she was at tho inn. All of the
dispatches wero timed three o'clock
and each paper characterized Its lssuo
as nn "Extra," with Challls Wrandall's
auaio In hogo Jype across as many
columns as tho dignity of tho sheet
permitted.

Not a word of the girl! Absoluto
mystery I

Mrs. Wrandall returned to her post
besldo tho bod of tho sleeper In tho
adjoining room. Deliberately riho
placed tho newspaper on a chair near
the girl's pillow, and then raised tho
window shades to let In the hard gray
light of early morn.

It was not hor present Intention to
arouBO tho wan stranger, who slept as
ono dead. So gentle was hor breath-
ing that tho watcher stared in somo
Year at the fair, smooth breast that
seemed scarcely to rlso nnd fall. For
a long time sho Btood besldo tho bed,
looking down at tho faco of tho sloop-c- r,

a troubled expression In hor oyos.
"I wonder how many times you were

seen with him, nnd where, and by
whom," wore the quostlona that ran in
a single strain through hor mind.
"Whero do you come from? Wboro
did you meet him? Who 1b there that
knows of your acquaintance wlih
hlra?"

Her lawyor camo In great haste tind
perturbation nt eight o'clock, in re-
sponse to the letter delivered by one
of tho messengers. A second letter had
gono by llko ruoauB to her huBbnnd's
brother, Losllo Wrandall, Instructing
him to break the news to his father
and mother and to como to hor apart-
ment after ho had attended to the af

of tho body to tho family homo
near Washington square. She made it
quite plain that sho did not want Chal-
lls Wrandnll's body to Ho under tho
roof that sheltered her.

His family had resented their mar-
riage. Father, mother and sister had
objectod to her from tho beginning,
not because sho was unworthy, but be-
causo her tradespeople ancestry was
not so remote as his. Sho found a
curious sense of plensuro In roturnlng
to them tho thing they prized so high-
ly nnd surrendered to her with such
bitterness of heart She had not been
good enough for htm; that was their
attitude. Now sho was returning him
to them, as ono would return nn article
that bad been tested nnd found to bo
worthless. Sho would have no more
of blm!

Carroll, her lawyer, un elderly man
of vast experience, was not surprised
to Hnd her qulto calm and rcasonnblo.
Ho had como to know hor very well
In tho past fow years. Ho had been
her father's lawyer up to tho tlmo of
thnt excellent tradesman's domlsc, and
ho hnd settled the estate with such un-

usual dispatch that the heirs there
were many of them regarded him as
an ndmlrablo person and kept him
busy ever afterward stralgtenlng out
their owp affairs. Which goes to provo
that policy Is often better than hon-
esty.

"I quite understand, my dear, that
while it is a dreadful shock to you,
jou are perfectly reconciled to the
or to the well, I might say tho cul-

mination of his troubles," said Mr.
Carroll tactfully, after she had re-

lated for his benoflt tho story of tho
night's udventure, with reservation
concerning tho girl who slumbered In
tho room beyond.

"Hardly that, Mr. Carroll. Resigned,
perhaps. I can't say thnt I nm recon
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ACT ON FIRST IMPRESSIONS

Old Adage That "Ho Who Hesitates
Is Lost," Is a Whole Bundle

of Truth.

In a letter to a friend at a great
moral crisis In his llfo Darwin ex-

pressed nn observation which Is con-ilrmo- d

by general experience. The
action which had suggested Itself to
him when be first faced tho crUls ho
had condomncd as dishonorable. On
furthor consideration, when ho was
sorely tempted 4o proceed, ho told his
friend of the struggle ho waB having,
but ndded, "First ImproBBlons nro gen-

erally right," nnd ho proposed to stand
by hla first Impression that tho courso
In view would bo dishonorable.

When a moral question Involving
difficulties Is put up to a person his
first impression is on tho merits of
tho question, without reforenco to tho
difficulties of tho course. Later tho
difficulties begin to lobm up, nnd cau-

tion is apt to got tho hotter of tho
doubtrr.

Uefloctlon on a matter of disagree-
able duty often paralyzes action. Tho
ndago, "Ho who hoBltates iu lost." em-

bodies n store of wisdom.

Saying Came True.
Tho dlscovory that Scottish bank-

notes havo nctually boen forged with-

in the walls of Peterhead convict
prlBon recalls an amusing Incident.

Unlike the notes of tho Bank of
England (which nro destroyed ns soon
as they find their way back to tho
bank), notes on Scottish banks aro put
In circulation again and again, Tho
result is that some of these notes got
vory dirty, tho one-poun- d notes get-

ting particularly grubby nnd worn
in the course of tkelr travels,

Aa Eaxllti barrister wba wu oar
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ciled, AH my llfo I shall fcol that I
havo boen cheated," she said.

Ho looked up sharply, Something In
hor tono puzzled him. "Cheated, my
dear? Oh, 1 s'oe. Cheated out of yeara
and years of happlnosa. I soo."

Sho bowed hor head. Neither opokt
for a full mlnuto.

"It's a horrlblo thln to say, Sat a,
but this tragedy does away with an-

other and perhaps moro unpleasant al-

ternative; tho divorce I havo been
urging you to consider for so long."

"Yes, wo nro spared nil that" flho
said. Then sho met hlB gazo with a
suddon flash of anger In her eyos. "But
I would not havo dlvorcod blm norer.
You understood that, didn't you?"

"You couldn't havo gono on for over,
my dear child, enduring tho "

She stopped him with a sharp excla-
mation. "Why discuss It now? Let
tho past take care of Itself, Mr. Car-
roll. Tho past came to an end night
before lost, so far as I am concerned. I
want advice for tho future, not for tho
past"

Ho drew back, hurt by her manuer.
Sho was quick to eco that sho had of-

fended him.
"I beg your pardon, my best of

friends," sho criod earnestly.
Ho smiled. "If you will tako pres-

ent ndvlco, Sara, you will let go of
yourself for a spoil and see If tears
won't relieve tho tension under "

"Tears!" sho cried. "Why should I

give way to tears? What havo I to
weep for? That man up thero in tho
country? Tho cold, dead thing that
spent Its laBt living moments without
a thought of lovo for me? Ah, no, my
friend; I shed all my tears whllo ho
was nllvo. There aro nono loft to bo
shed for him now. He exactod his
full share of thorn. It wns his pleas-
ure to wring them from mo becauBo
ho know I loved him. Sho leaned for-

ward and epoko slowly, distinctly, so
thnt ho would never forget the words.
"But listen to me, Mr. Carroll. You
also know that I loved iilm. Can you
bellevo mo when I sny to you that I
hate that dead thing up thero in But-
ton's inn ns no Ono ovor hated before?
Can you understand what I mean? I

hato that dead body, Mr. Carroll. I
loved tho life that was In it It was
the life of him that I loved, the warm,
appealing life of him. It has gone out
Somo one less amiable than I suffered
at his hands and well, that Is enough.
I hato tho dead body she left behind
her, Mr. Carroll."

Tho lawyer wiped the cool moisture
from his brow.

"I think I underetand." ho said, but
ho was filled with wonder. "Extraor-
dinary! Ahem! I should say Ahem!
Dear mo! Yes, yes I'vo never really
thought of It In that light"

"I daro say you haven't," she said,
lying back In tho chair as If suddenly
cxhauBted.

"By the way, my dear, havo you
breakfasted?"

"No. I hadn't given It a thought
Perhaps It would be better If I hnd
some coffee "

"I will ring for a waiter," ho said,
springing to his feet

"Not now, please. I havo a young
friend In tho other room a guest who
arrived last night Sho will attend
to It when she awakes. Poor thing. It
has been dreadfully trying for her."

"Good heaven, I should think so,"
said he, with a glance at tho closed
door. "Ib she asleep?"

"Yes. I shall not call her until you
havo gone."

"May f Inquire "
"A girl I met recently nn English

girl," said sho succinctly, nnd forth-
with changed tho subject. "There are
a few necessary details that must be
attended to, Mr. Carroll. That is why
I sent for you nt this early hour. Mr.
Leslie Wrandall will take charge
Ah!" sho straightened up suddenly.
"What a farce It Is going to be!"

(TO DB CONTINUKD.)

w

given a sheaf of theso notes In pay-
ment of a large amount, regarded
them with horror for a few seconds,
holding them delicately between his
thumb and flngor.

"Now," ho said, holding them nt
arm's length, "now I understand tie
meaning of that saying about "filthy
lucer.' "

Triumph of Russian Art
Russian art has captttred the world,

and today many Influences nro accept-
ed from tho Slavonic people. Not In
opera nnd dancing nlono, says tho Pull
Mall Gazette, do tho subjects of the
Tear excel, but long centuries ago the
peasants in remoto and snow-boun- d

districts had evolved art Ideas for
themselves, and thoy worked away
quietly during the wintor ev.onlngs.
Hands, horny with tho toll of cultivat-
ing the land, all winter produced mar-
vels of delicato lace and of wood carv-
ing as flno as any weft mado on tho
pillows during tho summer. Recently
tho Industries have becomo known be-
yond the confines of a district that for
seven months In tho year holds its folk
snowed up in their humblo bouses.

Credulous.
"Yep," said Enoch Flint, lounging

comfortably on tho porch of the
Squnm Corners grocory, "when 1 was
over to Russetvllle I seen a mighty
queer critter that thoy called n calf,
for want of a bettor name. Its mother
wns a cow, nn' it had tho body an"
legs of a calf, nn' tho foot, wings nn'
bill of a goose. On Its head It had
feathers in tho placo o' hair. Iu tin
duytlmn it bleats like a calf, an' a
night It honki llko a gooao."

"Wal. I'll bo ejacula.
ed Jason Squnnch. "I must go right
homeland tell uotiur sJmcA IkaCVft

FEVER

HEALM

it Indicates Fresh Hopes and
Renewed Buoyancy of

Spirit.

How wonderfully tight tho spring
wander-lus- t for tho countryside grips
one!

Spring fever, with all of its health
fulnoss, Is tho harbinger of fresh
hopes and a buoyancy of spirit

I noticed a passenger on a Dotrolt-Chicag- o

train tho other dny who had
started out on his trip with tho evl-do- nt

intention of becoming deeply
takon with ono of tho best sellers,
that ho might shorten tho trip be-
tween tho two cltlos. You havo dono
tho samo thing yourself.

But his book bad been cast asldo.
Ho had read only a fow pages. His
Intorost in it had lagged.

From tho car windows ho was count"
ing tho fields now bared of snow. The
ditches woro carrying away tho water
and tho still less sluggish creeks wero
now streams bearing tho overflow to
tho rivers. Tho farmer, In his Bhlrt
sleeves, was repairing tho fences after
tho wintor drifts; tho cnttlo showing
proof of a winter's stabling and now
heading here and thero toward tho
meadows, seoking the now-gree- n

patches of grass; tho farm help, In
Hold and stubblo, was putting into
repair this and that necessary tea
turo, horo looking after his plow and
thoro his harrow, and on nil aides wero
scones which reminded tho travolor
that spring wns hero, at laBt!

As tho train sped onward and
glimpses of tho painter as ho worked
on tho weather-beate- n buildings wero
revealed, the Interest of tho tonrlst
was aroused and, when I asked him
tho renson, ho answered: "Spring Is
hero nnd I feel Its blood flowing!"

Tho truth was, that llko many
others, ho was planning tho work he
was to do tho coming summer. Ho
wns going out to tho farm his farm
In Western Canada. Ho had his wells
to dig, his horses to get into shape,
his grain implements to fix up, his
seed grain to prepare, and other de-

tails for tho land that wns ready to
receive It His was what might bo
termed an "nnrest" to got to tho
farm!

Thousands In Western Canada to-
day are making the preparations that
this interested .man contemplated.
Their summer failows aro ready for
the wheat, their spring plowing Is
being attended to, fences nro being
rebuilt or being put Into repair; in-

deed, tho entire country is ono great
hive of industry.

Railroads are in readiness to tako
caro of a great rush of settlers, thoso
charged with tho reception of whom
are prepared to extend every cour-
tesy nnd thus meot the rush with
Judgment and without tho least fric-
tion. Thus, tho enjoyment of tho
opening of spring is fully met.

At many of tho stations throughout
many of tho middle wostern states,
trains of settlors' effects nro in readi-
ness to move to Western Canada. Not
only in theso states aro scenes of this
kind to be witnessed, but also, on
cither coast nnd throughout tho east-
ern states there is the samo activity
among thoso going to Western Can-

ada this spring. The crops have been
heavy and nil reports nro thnt tho
winter was enjoyable; also, that the
prospects for a satisfactory y.enr wero
never better. Thoro Is plenty of land
yet to bo hnd by homesteadlng or oth-

erwise. Adapted, ns Western Cannda
Is, to small grain farming, it Is espe-
cially adapted to cattlo raising nnd
many of tho farmers aro placing small
nnd larao herds, as their individual
means will permit

Tho Illustrated literature sent out
by tho Canadian government agents
tells tho truth clearly and the inquirer
should send for a copy and If you be
ono of thoso who has an ambitious
interest, you may bo tho gainer by
a perusal of such Information-strai- ght,

cold facts in themsolves.
Advertisement

Astonishing.
A happily married woman who had

enjoyed 33 years of conjugal felicity,
and who was tho grandmother of
three beautiful children, had a jovial
old colored woman for a cook.

Ono afternoon, which proved to bo
tho mlstross' birthday, a beautifnl box
of flowers was left for her, whon ho
cook hnpponed to bo present Mandy
eyed tho beautiful roses longingly,
then said, "Yu husban' send yo' all
thoso pretty flowers yo' gltH, Missy?"

"Certainly, my husband, Moody,"
tho lady replied proudly.

"Allelulah!" exclalmod tho cook.
"Ho suttlnly am holdln out well."
Lipplncotfs Magazine

RASH ITCHED AND BURNED

, 400 South Hermitage Ave., Chicago,
III. "I was attacked with a breaking
out on tho insldo of my arms. It was
a small rash or pimples and it itched
and burned, especially at night, bo.
that beforo I know It I had mado my-Bo- lt

sore. I had to wear tho 'finest
kind of cotton underwear, no woolen
at all, because tho least thing irritat-
ed It and mado it much worse. The
rash Itched and smarted until at times
I got no sleep at all.

"I had this troublo and took treat-
ments for about ono year, but thoy
only gavo mo rellof whllo taking
them. Then I began using Cutlcura
Soap and Ointment and I got relief
right away. In throe months I was a
well mnn ngaln." (Signed) II. W.
Foloy, Nov. 6, 1912.

Cutlcura Sonp and Ointment sold
throughout the world. Sample of each
frco.wlth 32-p- . Skin Book. Address post-
card "Cutlcura, Dopt. L, Bostbn." Adv.

No Proof.
"Tho world Is mine oyster."
"And yet your purse hatb but ,a;

barren bottom," i j

serioua
Ir.
famllv lixtive. AdvJ
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